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A thoufand bluffing apparitions, 

T o ftart into her face, a thousand innocent fhames. 

In angel whitcnefle beate away thofe blufhes. 

And in her eie there hath appeal'd a fire, 

To burnc the errors that thefe princes hold 
A gainft her maiden truth: call me a foole, 

T rufl not my reading, nor mv obferuations, 

"Which- with experimental fealc doth warrant 
The tenure of my booke: truft not my age, 

My reuerence, calling, nor diuinirie, 

Ifthisfvveetc ladle he not guiltleile here, 

V nder fome biting errour. 

Leonato Frier,it cannot be, 

Thoufceff thatal the grace that file hath left, 

Is.that Hie will notadde to her damnation, 

A tlnne of penury, fhc not denies it: 

"W hv feekfi thou then to couer with excufe. 

That which appeares in proper nakednefle? 

Frier Lady,whatmanis he you arcaccufdcof? 

Hero They know that do .accufe me, 1 knownone. 

If I know more of any man aliue 

Then that which maiden modefty doth warrant, 

Let all my fi ones lacke mercie,0 mv father, 

Prouc you that anv man w ith me conuerft, 

A t houres vnmeete,or that I ydlernight 
Maintaind the change of words with any creature, 

Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Frier 1 here is fome ft range niifprifion in the princes. 

Bene. T wo of them bane the very bent of honour, 
Andiftheirwifedpmcs bemifiedin this, 

Tlie praftifeofit Iiues in Tohn the Ballard, 

Whofefpirites toyle in frame ofvillanies. 

Leone.t o I know not, if they fpeakc but truth of her, 

Thefe hands fhall teare her , ift hey wrong her honour, 

« i he prowdeft of them fjhalwel heare of it. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine, 

N®r age & eate vp my inuentfon. 

Not 







Nor Fortune made fuch hauocke of my meanes. 

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends, 

But they fhall find awakteihfuch a kind. 

Both (Length ofiimbe,and policy of mind, 

Ability in meanes,and choife of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Frier Pawfe awhile, 

A nd let my counfcll (wav you in this cafe, 

Your daughter here the prtnccfle (left for dead,) 

Let her awhile be fecretly kept in, 

And publifh it, that fheis dead indeede, 

Maintaine a mourning offentation, 

And on yourfamilies old monument, 

Hang mournefu! epitaphes.and do all rites. 

That appertaine vntoa buriall. 

Leon. What fhall become ofthisHvhat will this do? 
Frier Mary this well caried, fhall on her behalfe,. 
Change flaunder to remorfe.that is fome good, 

But not for that dreame I on this firange courfo, 
Futon this trauailelookefor greater birth: 

She dvmg,as it muff be fo maintaind, 

Vp.on the inffant that fhe was accufde, 

Shal be lamented, pittied, and excufdc 

0 f eucry hearer: for it fb falls out, 

That what vve haue,we prize not to the worth, 

Whiles we cnioy it, but being lackt and loft. 

Why then we racke the valew,then wc find 
\ hc vertuc that pofliffion would not (Lew vs 
Whiles it was ours/o will it fare with Claudio: 

“ ee heave the died vpon his words. 

1 h ‘dya ofher life fhall fiveetly creepc. 

Into his ffudv of imagination. 

And euery louely Organ ofher life, 

> , :l comc apparclld in more precious habite, 

More moouing delicate, and full of life, 

into the eie and profpeft of his foule 

I hen when fhelmdcindeed:then fhall hemournc. 







